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MY UNCLE’S GARRET-WIN- 
DOW. 


wv 
& PANTOMIMIC TALE. 
( Continued.) 


Tuesday, May 5th, 4 o'clock. 


Your new appointment of se- 
cretary, my dear uncle, is likely to 
be a sinecure for to-day. Cordelia 
and her boy ate just gone into the 
tountry, and mean to pass some 
days there; for I saw her maid pack 
up two clean muslin dresses and 
four shifts in the chaise-seat— 
Sempronius and his eldest son dine 
out: I saw the former show Ed- 
ward the card of invitation, and by 
his‘ pointing out a particular part 
of it, I conclude that he was bid- 
ding him observe the dinner-hour, 
and take care to be ready in time ; 
for punctuality is not among the 
number of Edward’s good qualities 
—However, he will not be too late 
to-day for he is dressing at this mo- 
ment—A hackney-coach stops at 
the door——Sempronius and Ed- 
ward are both gone, so you may 
lay down your pen, my dear uncle ! 


Wednesday, 5 o'clock. 


To-day promises to be as barren 
as’ yesterday. Sempronius has 








finished a solitary meal in his own 
study, and is now making a tooth- 
pick. It seems, he is not very 
skilful, for he has already spoiled 
two quills—and now in a pet he 
throws the splinters of the third to 
one side of the room, and the pen- 
knife to the other—-—-Deuce take 
the peevish old fellow : I protest, 
his ill-temper almost makes me 


lose mine—I’ll step up stairs and 
see what Edward is about. 





I might as well have staid where 
I was; Edward is not at home. 


Look !—the study-door opens 
—now then we shall have some- 
thing interesting—Pshaw! it’sonly 
the maiden-aunt—But this is not 


and bless ‘my heart! what a fuss 
the old woman seems to be in !— 
She opens the door, which com- 
municates with Cordelia’s. draw- 
ing-room, and looks round to see, 
whether the coast is clear. I pro- 
test, I can as little tell what to 
make of her mysterious proceed- 
ings, as her brother ; who sits 
‘there with his mouth open, his 
| eyes staring, his brows drawn to- 
gether, his fads resting on bis 
| knees, and tgp bot bocy hend- 
ing forwards. He is mightily puz- 
aied ! 
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her usual time for visiting us....- 
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But now we shat! .ci a littie in- 
Sight intotse ULusiness. The vir- 
gin nas seaied herse:f ciose at his 
elbow, and with her nose almost 
running into his ear—{i’m sure | 
pity him, poor man! I saouid dis- 
like so much myself to have the 
old cut thus near me ! |—siie opens 
ali the sluices of her eloquence, 


while her arms assist her speech | 
|, her seat, she stretches out her yel- 


with ali the powers of gesticula- 
tien. 


Now what can she be chatter- 
ing about ? Something of conse- 


quence, that is certain—and of no | 


pleasant import, that is equally 
sure : for Sempronius grows dark- 


er with every syliabiemthere ! he | 
was on the point of jumping up in | 
a rage; but his tormentor grasped | 


bina by the arm, and forcing him 


into his chair agein, insisted upon | 


being heard to the end—still do 


the symptoms of repressed passion |} ,. ~- : 
ine eile I P | his sister, and disappears. A pray- 


grow stronger and stronge:—Now 
then—-aye! now the lava over- 


fiows !—the man is absolutely ter- 
rific, when he is really incensed— | 


till now I had oniy seen him play 
the Jupiter Tonens, when littie do- 
mestic contrarietics had occurred 


to put hiim out of his way ; but his | 


anger was merely a gentie breeze, 
conipared to his present emotions. 
His mind is now agitated by a tem- 
nest, a tornado, a sirocco burning 
and pestiiental !—I never saw a 
mean in-such a passion before. 
Biess my soul! bless my soul-!— 
what can the oid cat have been 
telling him ? | : 


ome oo 


praticing about the room, Stiuks up 
to his sister’s chair, and standing 
before her, looss her full ia the 
face !—an appeai to her con- 


science, no doubt; a solemn ine. 


quiry, whether ali that she has 


been saying, is not a falsehood of 


her own invention—the aunt is 


higiily offended at the question. 


she rises with great digfity trom 


low arm, and is going to call Hea- 
ven to witness that......n0; no. 
she points to the door Jeading to 
the staircase, and a contemptuous 
sneer which accompanies the ac- 
tion, assures me, that she tells 
Sempronius, that there fics. ihe 
way, by which he may remove all 
doubis—I am right—Sempronius 
bounces to the door—in his impa- 
tence, he cannot turn the lock ; 
| he kicas the door violently, and at 
length it gives way—he beckons 





-er-book has ahnost forced itself 
‘out of her pocket; she stops to 
push it back again, and then fol- 
, lows ber brother, with her hands 
'| placed order.y before her, and the 
composure of a saint ! Goed soul! 
Biess my heart! what mischief 
can she be about !—it is giowing 
dusky—I declare, I have. a great 
mind to run down into the street, 
and watch ior taeir coming out: 
then by dodging them unobserved, 
whoa knows but 1 may discover at 
lust .... stop! stop ! I may spare 
myse:f the trouble—as I hope to 
live and breathe—the amiable pair 
are at this very moment in Ed- 


a re 








All of a sudden, he leaves off |} ward’s chamber. 
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Sempronius stands before his 
son’s writing desk—it is fastened, 
but that matters little : the father 
has forced the lock—open flies 
every drawer, out flies every paper 

—surely—no deficiency in the 
counting-house .....no suspicious 
entry in bis books.....oh ! no: 
I have been too long intimate with 
Edward, and know his character 
and heart too well :—such a thing 
is quite impossible ; besides, Sem- 
pronius finds a purse half full and 
throws it aside with an air of in- 
difference.....ha! ha! Now I 
understand him ! He examines the 
secreltary—he suspects that there 
is a private drawer—yes ; what 


he wishes to discover—{ Ah a & 


could tell him, where to find them | 
are precisely those very things 
which Edward is most anxious to 
hide from every one. No eye has 
evct been suffered to sce them, 
but his own—(and mine)—these 
are what Sempronius wishes to 
find. ... Mercy upon me! He 
has found them ! the secret spring 
has given way, the drawer is open ! 
And what does it contain‘ First 
comes a thick packet of letters, 
carefully tied together with a rib- 
band, colour, sky-blue—{ Have you 
written it. down, my dear uncle ? 
Very well! ] Secondly, a nosegay, 
but so faded, that I cannot even 
guess atthe flowers. Thirdly, up- 
ou my honour, nothing less than a 
miniature in a shagreen case ! 
Sempronius shakes his head, and 
shows it to his sister ; it is plain 
that he ‘has never seen the original. 
His sister scarcely looks at it, but 
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shrugs up her shoulders ; it is 
equally plain that she has never 
seen the original either, and that 
the object of Edward’s attachment 
as vetis only conjectured. Yet 
Sempronius does not seem the less 
displeased, for down goes the mi- 
niature on the floor, and away flies 
the poor skeleton ofa nosegay out 
ofthe window. Alas! alas! for 
Edward! the ill-natured aunt has 
certainly discovered, what | flatter- 
ed myseif was a secret only known 
to himself and to me ; and she is 
now determined to take ample re- 
venge on him for having occasion- 
ally dared to be of ome opinion, 
when she was of another. 


While Sempronius is busied 
with the secretary, the antiquated 
dragon of virtue is by no means 
idie—she has been tossing over 
Edward’s wardrobe ; for the care- 
less youth had left the key in the 
lock. Her brother is now reading 
the letters one after another : how- 
ever, their contents scem by no 
means to his taste, for he seldom 
gets through more than half a doz- 
en lines, before the paper bestrews 
the floor with a thousand pieces ; 
yet still he proceeds to inspect the 
next. Hold! hold! Semprouia 
interrupts him! she has found a 
prize ! But I cannot see any thing 
in it, which should give her.so 
much joy. It seems to me nothing 


more, than a plain white dimity” 


waistcoat, which was hanging up- 
on the arm of a chair, unconscious 
-of harm, and meditating no trea- 


gon. Ha! but the aunt has dis- 
§ '2 
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covered un inier pocket on the 
icft side, exactly on the place a- 
rainst which the heart must beat. 
}rom_ this Sempronius now. draws 
forth, with a look of triumph, a 
ribband, ornamented with embroid- 
cry insilver. Well! I protest, I 
can, still see no harm in the rib- 
band—Sempronius, however, is 
not of the same opinion, for down 
go ihe remainirg letters on the 
fluor, while he seizes the ribband, 
and examines it ciosely-——Ha,! now 
I comprehend! the “letters were 
not signed ; there was a doubt res- 
pecling the wriier; but on the 
ribband; the name of the giver 
was embroidered ; though whether 
at length, or only the initais, I 
will not pretend to say. Howev- 
er, either has answered Miss 
Griimaikin’s purpose, for she draws 
up her craggy, neck. half-a-yard 
higher; while her brother’s face 
looks iike a volcano, all black and 
ficry. and away fy tue ribband nd 
the waistcoat through the window 
into the street. 


‘They fall exactly upon the head 
cf a passenger, who quite sur. 
piised ut this unexpected saluta- 
ticn, stops, and disengaging his 
head fvom the waistcoat, picks up 
the ribband, whose glittering orna- 
ments—-may I never speak again, 
fit ts not Laward himself! He 
recognises 
affection : but thrown Into the 
street. ...? He makes but one 
spring to the, door—ring, ring, 
ting, goes the beli—an old grey- 


headed footman opens the door— 


the precious pledge of 








Edward rushes in; the door clos- 
es—lI see, that Sempronius and his 
amiable sister have heard the bell 
ring violenily, but before they have 
time toconjecture the cause, Ed- 
ward stands before them breath- 
less with speed and anxiety, his 
cheeks burning, his eyes staring, 
his: mouth open, and the important 
ribband stili fluttering in his hand : 
his spaniel too has recognised his 
master’s property, and has drag- 
ged the white dimity waistcout up 
Stairs in his mouth. Edward has 
got no further than the door ; 
there he stands like a statue, as if 
petrified by the sight of the two 
arch foes of his lcove, while the 
fragments of the letters strewn on 
the fluor le:ve him no doubi, that 
the repository of his dearest secret 
has been violated. 


“ Waik in, young gentleman 
pray, waik in; we shail be very 
giad of your company !” cries the 
father : not that 1 hear a syilabie ; 
but nothing can be more expres- 
sive of sarcastic politeness, than 
the frequent bowing of his head, 
and the waving his hand back- 
wards and forwards, while his lips 
quiver, and his eyes flame. And 
now he points to the miniature as 


2 proof, which puts the case out of 
doubt. 


And how does Edward look ? 


-like some miserable sinner, sur- 


prised in fagranti ?—not he truiy ! 
the first thing he does, i is. to seize 
the misused picture, and press it to 
his heart, as if anxious to make 
atonement for its having beet 
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treated so unworthily : and now he 
advances towards his father, slowly 
but firmiy, and witli humility but 
not ineanness, takes his hand, and 
waises it aifectionateiy to his. lips. 


Now if IJ were Sempronius, this - 


‘submissive action would goa great 
way towards softening my heart : 
{ should find it very difficult to re- 
main quite as angry as I intended. 
But whether he is himself con- 
scious of tis effect, and is afraid 
of giving way to his own weakness 
—or whether he is ashamed of 
yielding so soon, and before a wit- 
ness who would not fail to upbraid 
him for his folly... . whatever be 
the cause, it is certain, that Ed- 
ward’s humility has not produced 
the desired effect; on the contra- 
ry, Sempronius seems to be more 
incensed than before; and re- 
pulsing his son wi:h violence, the 
sudden movement makes him 
strike his hand against the lips 
which were in the act of kissing it. 
Edward starts back hastily, and 
covers his mouth with his hand- 
kerchief; but he endeavours in 
vain to conceal the blood which 
gushes from his bruised lips : the 
cambric is ‘dyed with crimsen. 
‘This sihtrouses even old Grimal- 
kin’s sensibility ; she looks alarm- 
ed, and places herself between 
them, while she grasps ‘her bro- 
ther by the arm. 


And now instead of being Sem- 
pronius, if I were Edward, f would 
stand boldly on the consciousness 
-of my good intentions, and coliect- 


ing the whole firmness of my cha- 
racter, I wouid tell the choieric 
old man—* And yet in spite of 
this ill-usage, 1 wili kiss in -spivit 
with sincere affection the ‘hand, 
which repulses me so unkindly, 
Yes, | avow it! [and my only fiult 
is, that I did not avow it sooner} 
a virtuous maiden possesses my 
whole heart ; I love her, and shal! 
love her while I live. Here is hey 
portrait ; but it is painted here — 
{and then I’d point to my heart} 
“ in colours never to be efficed. 
Perhaps you will disapprove of my 
attachment at first ; but only be- 
come acqu.inted with her merits, 
and 1am certain of obtaining your 
consent. Nay; I should be cer- 
tain of it even at this moment, if 
instead of tearing her letters, you 
could but have had patience to read 
them through.” 


Now I’d wager my pocket tele- 


valuable] against the old Gonse- 
quill witin which you are. writing, 
my dear uncle, that as soon. asthe 
blood would permit him to speak, 
Edward said these very words, or 
at least something very iike them. 
He showed the. miniature, he 
to the letters: he clasped bis 
hands together, and raised his ejes 
to Heaven, with a look of such cn- 
thusiasfh, while attesting the per- 
fections of his mistress. Upon my 
word, I did nut give the hot-heuded 


] youth credit for so much temper 


| anck gocd sénse. 








(To be continued. } 
S.-§ 


scope [ which at this moment is ine 


pointed to his heart, and afterwards - 
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Whoso findeth a Wife, findeth 2 good 
thing — Proverbs. 


So said Soloman, the prince of 
gallantry ; and Solomon ought to 
know. The soft moments spent 
by the Jewish monarch in conjuga! 
endearments and sweetest dal- 


liance with the enchanting fair, 


bore testimony, no doubt, to the 
truth of his affection ; and when 
surrounded by his numerous wives, 


he had good right to conclude, . 


that he was in possession not ouly 
af one good thins, but of three hun- 
dred. 


The age of poligamy is happily 
past ; and onthe threshold of do- 
mestic felicity, rendered doubly 
p easing by the facinating s nile of 
her we love, have the dee»-drawn 
prejudices and superficial maxims 
of barbarous oriental nations been 
sacrificed, and the shrine of ex- 
clusive individual affection, erec- 
ted on the ruins of divided friend- 
ship. For myself, I have no hesi- 
tation. in declaring, that, in my 
Opinion, one wife, particularly a 
modern one, is amply sufficient for 
one husbund ; or, in other words, 
one GOOD THING atatime is quite 
enouzh to answer all the purposes 
of human life. 


In discussing my subject, I shail 
divide it into two general heads, 
and proceed, by way of enquiry, 
to ascertain—First, What is a 
wire ?—Secondly, in what sense 








oo a 
she can be considered a good 
thing ?—-And, lastly, shall wind 
up the interesting subject by a brief 
improvement of the whole. 


First—What isa Wire? And 
here, to prevent the cavils ofa 
censorious and malignant worid, it 
may be necessary for the preacher 
to hinta truth, which tlie midnight 
curtain-lectures of many a hapless 
Benedict, if they could be obtai- 
ed, would confirm, beyound the 
possibility of a doubt, viz.. that 
wives, as weil as other subiunary 
things, very naturally divide them- 
scives into two promineni classes-- 
the good and bad—or the fretful 
and the unfretful. But as Solo- 
mon meaiut to include only the bet- 
ter class, I shall take it for grant- 
ed there wasa slight omission in 
my text, and presume that the 
idea which he intendett to commu- 
Nicate, was, thata good wiFE was 
a good thing in a family, and treat 
the matter accordingly. 


A good Wirx, then, is a being 
selected by a benign Providence to 
scatter the roses of contentment, 
and strew the dark and serpentine 
paths of life with the choicest, the 
most fadeless. flowers, and is truly 
the “ last, best gift, of God to 
man.” Formed to charm, to al- 
lure, and fascinate the whole soul 
of an affectionate husband, she. can 
at any time, transfuse a portion of 
her own spirit into his, and by the 
powerful magic ofa smile, change 
in a moment the bitter draughts 
of his existence, to streams of the. 
most delicious nectar. Is a seifish 
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race unkind ; and does the fickle || away the demon of sorrow, and re- 


goddess, Fortune, frown disdain- 
fully:on his wretched prospects ! 
he reures serengly from the emp- 
ty bustle of mankind, and fondly 
pillowing his aching head on her 
snowy bosom, he applies his fer- 
vid lips to hers, generously giow- 
ing with hope and love, and drinks 
a long oblivion to his wrongs and 
injuries. This brings me to my 
second’ proposition,’ yiz. in’ what 
sense she can be considered a good 
thing ? 


I liave already, in some mea- 


sure, attlicipated an answer to this | 


question, in the precediuy section 
of my sermon, because the two 
points were very nearly, not to 
say inseparably, connected toge- 
ther. - : 


A good wife may be considered 
a good thing, nay, the very best of 
things, when she fills up the mea- 
sure of her domestic duties, and 
presides -with pleasure over the 
concerns of a thriving and prosper- 
ous family. She is the centre ol 
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that powerfully attractive system, | 


in which. revoive, with uniform 
motion, all the bewitching graces, 


ali the: home-born delights of re- 


fined and tranquil love. She gives 


anew charm; and adds an exqui- | 


site delight to all the blandish- 
ments of social life. Solitude is a 
stranger where she dwells; and 
melancholy, pausing over his 
mournful story, dares not approach 
her consecrated mansion. ~- Hers 
is the silver wand, which chases 


* 








text. 





stores the sunshine of the soul. In 
her right hand she_ holds health, 
happiness, and dawning honous ; 
and in her jeft an inverted mirror, 
reflecting the loveliest objects in 
creation. I come now to tie 


IMPROVEMENT. 


Stranger ! whoever thou: art, 
who standestalone amid the storms 
of the world, labour incessantiy, 
and with all thy might,to obtain 
that good thing mentioned in my 
A littie wooing wili answer | 
thy purpose, and procure thee a 
jewel ofinestimable vaiue. Does 
thy heart pant for glory, and thy — 


' brow. stern with the victories of: 


battle, desire the blood-stained iau- 
rels of the conqueror? banish the. 
puerile dream, and let sober -rea- . 
son chace the deiusive vision from: 
thy soul. A wire will soften the 
asperity of tay temper, and sn:octh | 
thy brow, clouded with sadness. | 
She wiil kindly watch over thy bed | 
of sickness, and whisper in sofiest 
accents the language of consola-~ 
tion to thy drooping heait. She 
will form thy mind to generous ex- 
ertions, and make'thee nobly eniu- 
lous of real greatness: and wher 
the last, faint flashes of ilie’s expir- 
ing lamp have quivered out tieir 
little moment, her tears wii) mvist- 
en thy clay-coid form ; and ber 
prayers, ascending for thy final 
hifppivess, will gently waft thy dis- 
embodied spirit. to the gardens of 


the Paradise of God. ‘ 
THE JANUARY PREACHER. 
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THE 
‘NIGHT OF A BACHELOR. 


** Come, gentle night, 
Thou sober suited matron.” 
Shakspeare. 


WHEN the business and brawl 
of the day are over, the pleasures 
of the nian of taste and -fecling 
be;,in... From the bustie of the 
worid, he retires to the true, enjoy- 
ments of his nature. The giddy 
and the gay he leaves to pursuits, 
which do not originate in senti- 
ment, or. terminate In improve- 
men's! He connects himself with 
infinity in his range of thought, and 
unics wih every seniient being 
in. the expansion of feeling. — In 
the just exercise of his powcrs, he 
altai: s tothe dignity, and indulyes 
in tue ; Ferogatives of his rank. 


I icve thee, ‘sober sulted night.’ 
In thy » ii Hours, and sheltered by 
thy shades, I caici all the joys of 
frcedoin. The impuises cf intel- 
lect.and humanity, keep me in ac- 
tivity, which refreshes. My soli- 
tary retreat Is Adam’s Paradise, 
aod I indulge to rapture. 


Ye gay and giddy beings, who 
findno pieusure but inthe crowd, 
and in the sports of the crowd who 
fléc to the world, and its bald a- 
musements, to escape from your- 
selves, iisten to the biography of a 
stranger. Perhaps you may envy 
his fortune, when he boasts of 
pleasure. Luckily it can be ob- 
tained without money, or without 
price. It needs but the will to be 


— 








ucquired, and its acquisiuon Is ate: 
‘ended with too many delights, ev- 
er to be resigned, but for the fire- 
side enjoyments of love. 


When the shades of night have 
fallen, and I>sit gazing at_ my, fad- 
ing embers in mo mentary relaxa- 
tion memory wakes and busies with 
a thousand tales the dime she steals. 
She talks of all the dear delights of 
past days, and hurries. me to the 
fairest scenes of early life. I wan- 
der over the play place of my. boy- 
ish years. Lrun over my task 
without its wonted toils, and play 
truant without: the faithful red. -I 
run home again with joy, and re- 
new the pleasures of thoughtiess 
innocence. — Domestic . delights, 
college scenes, and all the . busy 
parts of youth recur. Year after 
year roils on, andto filial and 
lriendly affections, succeeds a mofe 


| genial glow. I remember the first 


time I handed my fair one a rose, 
and enjey the blush that betrayed 
its glad acceptance. I. think on, 
no, I feel the fascination, that then, 
that now bewitches me, and almcst 
forget, that my sigh is not the full 
sweliing of hope.. My heart bests 
quick... I give a tear to despair, . 
and strive to feel, that 1 once. was’ 
happy. The vision of some. confi- 
dential friend here calls: up our 
sympathy, our emuiation, and, so- 
cial, Jabours.’ ‘Phe concomitant | 
scenes ‘rush upon my, mind... Fan- 
cy ‘fills‘up:the space of absence, 


and: hope places him in. the, a 
gress to happiness. 


But the seclusion of night is not 
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sacred to the grateful visions, and 
dear deiusions of feeling. The 
head must improve the advantages 
of solitude, and, after the toil of 
professional inquiry, is to be re- 
freshed by the pages ef phiiosophy 
and taste. I become the disciple 
of genius. Nature is wonderful, 
but of all her wonders, the most 
engaging is the mind, that deve- 
lopes her mysteries. Whilé I 
wonder atthe disclosure of he: vast, 
her minute, her complicated ma- 
chinery, I enjoy the delight of her 
successful investigator... Cold is 
the heart and robbed of haif its 
bliss, that feels no interest in the 
pursuits of the spy and historian of 
nature. I catch him. in the midst 
of his researches. I lean over and 
languish atthe tardy and doubtful 
progress of experiment. I throb 
with all-his anxiety, and indulge 
in his triumph at the discovery of 
new forms and new relations. I 
trace his cares, his schemes, his 
perplexities, and his results, and 
venerate the locks, that thought 
has whi.ened for age. From phi- 
losophy [ wander into the fairy 
land of fancy. I mark her .whole 
creation, which is modelled on na- 
care without her necessities, and 

egulated from reason, yet without 
I see the scene 
starting in the poet's mind ; I be- 
hold it expand, the, actors thicken, 
the plot grows deep,, fate hangs 
upon a hair, and whodares cut it? 


Whose eye has been dry? Who 
has not rushed to act in the mo- 


ment of delusion, when genius hes 


Whose heart has not,beat quick ?. 





| put her speli on sense, and annihi- 


oom 


_ lated time and place ‘and civcum- 


stance ? 


A 


The clock strikes twelve. 


| grateful avocation still remains. In 
_ the bible I seek the wiil of my Ka- 
ther, his counsels, and my duties. 
From his word, which teaches me’ 
what L am, and his promises, 


which info\m me what I may be, 


I derive. a joy, which the world 


I 


Cannot pive, nor take away. 


kneel with hope and gratitude be- 
‘fore his throne, and with confi- 
dence in iis mercy, commend al! 





my fellow-men to his holy keep- 
ing. “ Qu Father, who art in 
heaven,” what thought more enii- 
vening to the child on earth ! 
Overshadow us with thy wings, 
keep us in the hoilow of thy 
hand. 


Such is the night of.a rational 
recluse, whom fortune ahd incii- 
nation have mude a scceder from 
society. And who shall deride his 
tranquil pleasures by comparing 
thenr with the orgies of foily ahd 
delusion, or the gay amusements 
ofa giddy world? If the heart 
there throb, it is with diszust. If 
the eye there languish, it is at-va- 
nity. Sleep is to. them but the 
freedom of. madness; and « all its 
dreams, the vagaries of a frantic 
fancy. Soft is the pillow to my 
head. ‘The slumber, earned by 
toil, is quiet; and, if a vision 
steals through my mind) it seeine 
a Visit frony some kind angel, to 


cheer me for a well closed day. 
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MODERN REFINEMENT. 


Te following extract is so ap- | 
posite to the fashionable circles of 
the present day, and so consonant 
with the sentiments and’ opinions 
of the usefully industrious and con- 
sidcrate part of society, that I can- 
not forbear to transcribe and com- 
municate it for the benefit of the 
realers of your paper. When 
schoo!-boys, we have unfeelingly 
written over and over the trite de- 
claration, “ sincerity is a rarity :” 
but sorrewful experience is now 
daily teaching its reality. Refined 
hypocrisy is become a succedane- 
um for oid fashioned sincerity, and 
the exchanges of courtesy are pal- 
pably counterfeit. 


“SkWe assume the title of friends ; 
and, as un appendage, exercise the 
privilege of being merry at their 
expence! What a repugnance 
between. professing. and feeiing, 
and what a diminution of enjoy- 
ment do we all sustain by the prac- 
tice of dissimulation. 


“The present age has refined 
us out of haif our henest feeiings, 
anda great part of our natural 
taste ; ahd our pride seems to con- 








{ist In tricking the worn out frame [{ 


of science and genius, with such 
meretricious arts as serve to so- 
phisticate the shattered relics of 
femaie beauty. It is pleasant to. 


one who has. not gone along with 


the stream, to comtemplate aloof 
the ridiculous excesses to which 
the spirit of refinement is pushed 
in the littie concerns of social life, 
as well as in the duties of morality 
and the objects of taste. In social 
life, by the habit it has introduced 
of falsifying our feelings, it has 
left to what is called the fashiona- 
bie world, little more than an im- 
age, or rather mockery of the so- 
cial affections ; it has in a manner, 
hollowed out the substance of our 
pleasures, and suffered nothing 
but the shell to remain ; it has 
cheated us of our rank, under co- 
lour of advancing us ; it has pass- 
ed upon us a bauble instead of a 
diamond; in short, to finish this 


‘train of allusion, it has catricd off 


our old coat, with the purse in the 
pocket, and has given ts a fine ho- 
jiday suit in its place. For proofs 
of this, we have only to look into 
the present plan of fashionabie in- 
tercourse ; what vanity of complii- 
mems, what affectation of trans- 
port ! what hollowness of profes- 
sion! what a waste of margin in 
every remark ! what a length of 
straw to edery grain of sense ! 
what idle industry ! what manoeu- 
vre without pian! mirth without 
meaning ! play without point! 
pride without pretension! love 
without regard ! 


“Friendship is so modulated 
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and adjusted to the rules-of eti- 
quette, that it finds the card table 
an ample medium. for all its cor- 
dialities and emotions.. Thus the 
tones of feeiing, and the energies 
of passion, the swell of humanity, 
and the ardours of uffection, have 
subsided to the common surface 
of life, snd settled into the smooth 
current of ordinary intercourse and 
every-day-topics of vulgar commu- 
nication. ‘Thus the very sinews of 
society are relaxed; and, in the 
progress of our debilitation, we 
may expect to see the time when 
those great actions which decorate 
our history, shall be without a 
name in our language, ora place 
in our hearts.” 
Nor. Led. 





LAW AND MATRIMONY. 


Rutland ( Vt.) County Court, 
Nov. Term, i808. 


S1roma Woop, In this case, 


v8. founded upon 
Aspro AnTHowy. } the promise 


of the defefidant to intermarry with 
the plaintiff, and his refusal to per- 
form, it appeared in evidence, that 
the defendant, about nine years 
since, paid his visits to the plain- 
tiff, an orphan child, and continued 


them until recently, saving oniy_ 


suspension, by agreement of the 
- parties, with the view. to procure 
the consent of defendant’s parents ; 
that the defendant had written to 
the plaintiff sundry epistles in the 
style of affection, and had employ- 
td some of the neighbours to pro- 








cure consent of his parents.. These 
parents remained inflexible, and 
from disapproved love, .a babe 
sprung to life, which wept for the 
unchanged name of its mother. 
‘The plaintiff claims for her dama- 
ges, ofié thousand dollars.” From 
the conduct of the parties, strong 
evidence of the mutual intention 
and promise of marriage is made 
to the jury. - 


The Chief Judge charged the 
jury upon the law and the fact, in a 
manner most impressive of his own 
sensibility. .. The tear which trem- 
bled in hiseye, and the often faul- 
tering tongue, were no doubtful 
heralds of his heart. Nature spoke 
with eloquence, which could not 
fail to command ; and, while o- 
ihers were hung in mute attention 
by the commingled force of indig- 
nation and of generous sympathy, 
the forbidding parent, present in 
court, felt a dagger in his heart. 
Conscience took the alarm, and 
trembled like the needle to its 
point. When the jury had retired, 
the Chief Judge, disdaining the. 
little delicacies of false greatness, 
left his bench, and was sought by 
the parent, who requested the ho-~ 
norable Judge to see the parties, 
and name to them his consent. 
The jury soon returned with a ver- 
dict ; the court refused-to receive 
it, and directed the foreman to 
keep it sealed until the morrow. 
In the evening Judge Clark, kave 
ing veceived the consent of the 
parent, ahd provision from hii for 
the future happiness of the parties, 
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married them. ‘The next morn- 
ing spreads its beams upon a smil- 


ing Village, and the suit is abated | 


for want ofiegal parties: 


May the beams of Heaven long 
deli»ht to shine upon the mansion 
of wedded love; and may. man 
feel that it is impious and feebie to 
atienrp: to biot irom the chancery 
of He.ven, affections there regis- 
tered by an Almighty hand. 





HONOR AMONG THIEVES. 


A few evenings ago, asa lacy 
was crossing the five Fields, Chel- 
sea, she was overtaken by two men, 
who appeared to have some design 
uponher. ‘hey sometimes walk- 
ed before and sometimes beliind 
her, and from thelr munner and 
app:avances, the ‘lady could not 
avokl feeling the ‘most alarming 
apprenensions. As the lady was 
expecting to have her money de- 
manded, she fortunately discovered 
a gentleman at a distance, when 
summoning all her resolution, she 
betook herself to flight, and al- 
most breathless, impiored the 
gentleman’s protection, intimating 
to him, that she beiieved the two 
men she had escaped from were 
thieves and intended to rob her. 
‘The gent-eman desired her to dis- 
pel her fears, and undertook to 
escort her sifely home. When 
the lady came near her own door, 
she returne«| the gentleman a thou- 
sani acknowledgements for the 
service he had rendered her, and 
amnons otker things, asked the 































| gentleman if it would be agreea- 
| ble to him to walk in and take 
| any refreshment. Madam, said the 
gentleman, .1 am much obliged to 
you for your kind offer, but can- 
not accept your poiite invitaticn; 
and, to be candid with you, the iea- 
son is this : the two men you saw 

in the fields just now, and from 
| whom | delivered you, are thieves, 
and my particular friends ; they are 
now wailing for me,and cursing nc. 
heartily for making them stay... I 
can assure you we Certainly inten- 
ded to rob you—but when you put 
yourseif. under my protection, I 
could not madam, in honor sufier 
any thing to happen you, but if you 
realiy wish to be grateiul, pray do 
me the favour when we meet 
atrala not to place yourself under 
my protection ; saying this the gen- 
Uemun vanished. [Lon Pap.} 





ANTIPATHIES. 


Henry III. of France could not 
remain alone in a room in which 
there was a cat. The Duke 
d’ Efternon used to faint at the sight 
of a leveret. Marshal d’4lbert 
was indisposed at table when- 
ever they served upa young wild 
boar, or a sucking pig.  Uladislas, 
king of Poland, was deranged and 
took to flight whenever appies 
were brought before him. ras- 
mus could not smell fish without 
being thrown intoafever. Scaliger 
trembled at the sight of water- . 
cresses: | Tycho Bracke felt. bis 








| limbs sink under him whenever ke 
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The Chancei- 
lor Lacon swooned whenever there 
was an eclipse of the moon. Zoyle 
feli into convulsions on hearing the 
sound of water from the cock. 
fa Motke le Vayer could not endure 
the sound of any musical instru- 


met a hare ov fox. 


ment, yet had exquisitive pleasure | 


from the noise of thunder. 
Englishman, in the last century 


An_ 


was near expiring whenever they | 


read to him the 53d chapter of 
Isaiah, and a Spanird nearly at the 
same time, fell into a syncofie 
whenever he heard the word dana 
wool) though his coat was made 
of that material. 


A Chinese silver-smith, towhom 
the Europeans at Canton had given 
the name of Tom Work, brought 
home some silver spoons, as he 
calied them, to a Captain of a 
ship, who hadorderedthem. The 
gentleman suspecting that his 
friend Tom had played him a trick 
common in China, of puttitig: no 
small quantity of teetenague to the 
usual proportion of alloy, . taxed 
him with the cheat, which he de- 
nied with the strongest assevera- 
tions of hisinnecence. The Captain 
then told him, that he had brought 
with. him a famous water, called 
lie~water, which being placed on 
the tongue of a person suspected of 
telling an untruth, if the case were 
so, burnt a hole in it; if otherwise, 
the party. escaped with honour, 
and unhurt. “Tom having no faith 





‘ 
' 


the experiment; upen which, 


_with much form, a single drop of 


agua furis was put upon his tongue. 
He instantly jumped about the 
rooni, in violent pain, crying out, 
“ Very true, haif tutenague, half 
tutenague,” in hopes that confess- 
ing the fact might put a stop to 
the operation of the lie-water, 
which, from the pain he feit, he 
had some reason to think pos- 
sessed the quality ascribed to it. 
Several Europeans who were pre- 
sent, and who had, bought difierent 
pieces of plate from him, now put 


similar questions to him, and he 








| 
| 
| 
| 


confessed that it had been his uni- 
form and constant practice toadda 


| very large proportion of tutenague 


to every article made at * his shop, 
for which, during the continuarice 
of the pain, he promised ample. 
reparation. 


A short time since, Miss. Pris- 
cilla Thackthwait, of Hertford- 
shire, England, with a fortune of 
4000/. entered the matrimonial 
state. She had declared her in- 
tention to espouse either a soldier, 
sailor, cobler, or chimney-sweeper, 
and was accordingly courted by 
each of those professions. The 
soldier marched up to attack the 
fair in high style, and executed his: 
best manoeuvres. The sailor deck- 
ed himself out in his gayest colours, 
and looked’very stern at his rivals. 
The cobler swore his sole:was on 
fire, and that his love should waz 


in the water, readily consented to || warmer. and warmer to the very 


4 


ad 








—_ 


: (286 ~ | THE LADY’S 


e 








last ; but the sweep drtished them | Kelly. 


all off, as Miss Prissey, being ena- 


moured of his aspiring disposition, 


declared he sooted her the best. 


Mr. Printer, 

As you are in the habit of soting 
blunders and ridiculing those who make 
them, you cannot, in my opinion, have 
any objection to inserting the two suc. 
ceeding, which appeared in a morning 
paper of this city. I have seen a piece, 
entitled ** Errors of the Press,” in which 
your mistakes are handsomely and I 
think very justly censured, and which 
if I can lay my hands on you shall have 
for insertion. You ought to be careful, 
sir, in setting the type, that you make 
ho omissions or additions, nor transpose 
Jetters and fines, so as to make whole 
paragraphs incomprehensible. Every 
man is not cap. bie of rectifying the er- 
rors you would carelessly lead him into. 
I, for my own part, acknowlecge, tho’ 


you must know I'm counted a Wrr in | 


the little circle of my acquaintance, that |: 
| Hunter, esq. deceased. 


even the following (1 now perceive) g/ar- 
ing blunders would have escaped my 
notice, were it not for the 4een percep 
tions of my friends DausBer and Fert, 
who, as I read aloud, bawled out, sten- 
tor-like, Bulls! Buils! by Jupiter!!! 
Loon- 
“ DIED, 
“ On Friday evening, by the Reo Mr. 
Hall, Mr. Wiliam Griffiths, to Ars- 
Sarah Jolinson, both of this city.” 


“AT PPIVATE SALE, 

“ The Person who is in possession of a 
zew fire-bucket marked Sohn Vanderbilt, 
No. 133 Water-street; and was used at 
the late fire in said street.” 





SoLturion of the Eniymatical List of | 


Batchelors in Chatam street. 


1. My. Booream. 2. Mr, Free- 
yan. 3. Mr. Sammis. © 4. Mr. 











; Gassne er. 








5. Mr. Johnson. 6. Mr. 
| Decker. 7..Mr. Wiggins. 8. Mr. 
9. Mr. Jayae, 10. Mr. 


mea ee 
A. M. 
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MARRIED, 

On Sunday evening last, by the 
rev. Dr. «sdiller, Capt, Robert 
Dawson, io Niiss Isabella Morton, 
both of this city. 

On Saturday evening last, by the 
rev. Afr, Hobart, Mr. John L. Fon- 
da, merchant, of Poughkeefisie, te 
Miss Eliza Brooks, of this city. . 

By the rev. Dr. Kodgers, Mr. 
William Stewart, to Mrs, Catharine 
Hipkins, both of this city. 

On Thursday evening last, by the Rev. 
Mr Lyeti, Mr. Guvert B Mott, to Mise 
Eiizabeth Sayres, eidest daughter of Mr. 
dsaae Sayres, ali of this city 

On Monday, the 13th inst by the Rev 
Mr Hall, Mr. Abraham Thorp, to Miss 
Mary Doge, both of this city. 

On Wednesday evening, by the Rev. Mr. 
Parkinson, Charles Graham, esq to Miss 
Saran Matida Hunter, caughter of Geo. 


On Sunday evening last, by the Rev. 
Mr. Minese, Mr. Hood Forman, to Mise 
Maria Co.iett, aii uf this ay 


DIED, 
On Thursday evening, 16th inst. after a 


' wery short tilness, Mr. Corneiius Wyneocps 


| an old aud respectabie inhabitant of this 
_ city, in the 7 6th year of his age. 


Qn Thursday, 16th inst. of a lingering 
illness, Mr. Fohu Sharp, a native of 


| Cork, Lreland. 


On Wednesday, 15th inst at his seat in 
Schodack, the Hon. Robert Woodworth, in 


the 63d year of his age. 
On tie loth inst. in the 19th year 


of her age, Miss Clara Foster, 


| daughter of Mr. Peter Foster, of 





| Sag-Harbour, Long-Island. 


On Monday, Mrs. lizabeth. 
Shields. : 


pri City Sine refiorts. the 


' death. of 44 fiersons, during the 


‘meek, ending ox Saturday last.” 
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To the Editor of the Lady’s Miscellany. 
Sir, 

I enclose you my first attempt 
at poetry. If upon a critical examina- 
tion you shall deem it worthy a place in 
your Miscellany, 1 shall consider myself 
highlv honoured, and will, from time to | 


ces. 
A Subscriber. 


TO MISS W—ns. 


WHEN Wit and Science trimm'd their 

wither d lays, 

PETRARCH 9 VOICE, 

with half their rays, 

Some Heaven-born genius, panting 
explore 


At and beam’d } 


more, 

Found Asetarn in Grief’s sad pomp 
array’ d— 

And call'd the melting mourner from | 
the shade ; 

Touch’d by his woes, and kindling at 

_ his rage, 

Admiring nations glow’d from age to 
age: 

From age to age the soft infection ran, 

Taught to lament the hermit in the 
man, 

Pride dropp’d her crest, Ambition 
learn 'd to sigh, 








¢ 





And dove-like pity sweamed in ev’ry 
cve; 

Sick of the worlds aniaenail yet fond 
to warm 

Each maid, that knows with Eto Ise te 
charm, 

He asks of verse to aid his native fire, 





time, trouble you with my per forman- | 


‘The scenes Oblivion. wish’d to live no i 


Refines! and wildly lives along the 
lyre ! 
Bids all his warriors passions throd 
anew, 
And hopes, my fair, to steal a tear from 
you! 
O bless’d with temper, bless’d with 
skill to pour 
Life’s every comfort on each social 
hour, 
Cliaste as thy -blushes, gentle as thy 
mein, 
| Too grave for folly, and too gay for 
aes, spleen ; 


| Induig'd to win, to soften, to inspire, 


_ To melt with music, and with wit te 
fire ; 
| To bend as judgment tells thee how to 


| please, 


Wisdom with smiles, and majesty with 
| ease; 

Alike to Virtue as the graces known, 
| And proud’ to love aj merit but thy 
| own! — 
| These are thy honours, these willcharms 
supply 
| When these dear seenes, shall set in ei- 

ther eye ; 
' While she who fond of dress, of paint, 


| and place, 


_ Aims but to be a goddess in the face ; 

Boin ail her sex illumines to despive, 

_ Too mad for thought, too pretty to be 

' wise, 

| Moves for a year, fantastically vain, 

| With half our Faraace’s dying in her 
train ; 

Then sinks, as beauty fades, and passion 
cools, . 

The scorn of coscombs, and the sport of 
fools |. 





GUSTAVUS. 
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STANZA. 


‘WOW recedes the waning moon, . 
Checq’ring o'er the trembling grove, 
Night's serene and starry noon 
Decks the cot.of her I love. 


Now each flow'ret’s em’rald ‘stem 
Bends beneath the tears of Night, 
Now each biossom boasts a gem 


Shedding soften’d rays of light. 


Iilumin'd now the mould’ring tow’r, 
The distant spire, the trophied tomb, 
The wat’ry glade, the woodbine bow’r, 


And foliag’d forests deepest gloom. 


With “lips of glue” now Silence reigns, 
See Night in silver mantite drest, 

In peerless splendour,walk the pleins, 
‘While list‘ning Echo sinks'to rest. 


‘ON THE 


APPROACH OF SPRING. 


AT thy approach enchanting Spring, 

‘The meadows laugh, the valleys sing, 
And Nature all looks gay: 

The sun shines out with friendly beams, 

And dancing in the chrvstal streams, 
Adds beauty to the day. 


How sweet with a dear friend to rove, 
Where linnets warble thro’ the grove, 
And blackbirds sweetly sing ; 
The mellow bull-finch, and the thrush, 
‘The concert join from ev’ry bush, 
T.o welcome in the Spring. 


ron some verdant bank reclin‘d, 

Where falling objects soothe the mind, 
Or lull to sofi repose ; 

Our thoughts on rural subjects bent, ~ 

Enjov a calm, a sweet content, » 
That'grandeur seldom Knows. 








Woods, hills, and plains, own Nature’s 
King, 
Who rules- the Seasons, decks the 
Spring, 
With spow’r and skill divine: 
The iowing herds their. Maker praise, 
Andsongster s, in harmomous =f 
Thyjgrateful tribute join. 


‘a ‘ 
sees sees sssss as 


EPITAPH. 


Stray. lone’y. wanderer, and;with pity 
mourn, 
O’er gentle Bertha’s grassy pren 
No earthly: trophies deck her siered 


urn, , 


In Death's cold arms she sleeps pro- 


found. 


Alas ! poor Bertha! now thy days are 
past, 
Snatch’d in thy prime '—by Death’s 
dark torrent driv’n ; 
Once blooming virgin! thou hast 
chang’d at last 
This mortal state, for lasting j joys in 
Heav’n. 
FERNANDO. 
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